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My health, by~the-bye, is excellent; you need have
no fears about that. But I am not quite satisfied
with Nature, who ought to have given me a little more
intellect as well as a warmer heart. I always fall
short of the best. To know this, is the greatest tor-
ture a man can have. Regular work in an official post
is so good because it leads to a certain obtuseness and
then one suffers less.

. ^. . Accept my be&t wishes for yourself and
your dear parents. Think what life would be like
without a friend! Could one bear it? Would one
have borne it? Dubito.

FRIDERICUS.

TO ROHDE.

Bale, October 7, 1874.
MY DEAR FRIEND :

Last night I returned from the mountains, and this
morning I mean to set to and consecrate the work of
the winter term by means of a birthday letter to you,
I do not lack either courage or confidence; I have
brought back both of these with me from the moun-
tains and the lakes, where I discovered what it was
that one lacked most, or rather what it was that one
has too much of. That is to say, egoism; and this is
the result of one's eternal lonely brooding and lonely
suffering. In the end, one begins to feel constantly
as if one were covered with a hundred scars and every
movement were painful. But, joking apart, I shall
very soon be thirty and things must change somewhat;
they must become more virile, more even in tenour,
and no longer so damned unstable* To continue one's